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remember clearly are the leather travelling-clock
and, for a while, the small cardboard model of an
old man, with a huge winged collar and a jutting
nose, who had an axe in his hand. You pulled a
string and the old man actually chopped, the axe
descending with a satisfying chonk on to a wooden
block. And then one day the figure wasn't there.
"Where's the old man with the axe?" I complained.
"We've taken it away, dear," said my mother.
" You see, that old gentleman with the axe was Mr.
Gladstone, and he died yesterday."

The house stood untenanted and empty when I
walked up the road past the church the other day. I
had been invited to go in and look at it. But I had no
wish to disturb that silence. For, so long as no
intruder enters, my mother sits sewing in the
lamplight and dreams of the years to come. And on
the floor beside her lies a small boy, chin on fist,
poring over a book.